








1 . 


There's been a spider 
Living 

In my bathroom window 

For several months 

He always 

Stays in 

The same place 

So I leave him alone 

We have an understanding 

As long as he 

Doesn't crawl 

On my face at night 

When I'm asleep 

Then the bathroom window 

Is his own little dominion 

To hang there 

On his web 

Sleep 

Or gaze out at the world 
The hustling and bustling 
New Jersey streets 
Out there 

To catch and eat flies 
Because I know 
That's his thing 
If he just stays there 
And rules over his dominion 


And there's no nightly face crawling 


Then we're good 
And so far 
We've been good 
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2 . 


Beer bottles 
All over 
My countertop 
At this point 
They're becoming 
Ancient relics 

I'll get rid of them 
Someday 

But the poems 

Come first 

Then the coffee 

The blue sky 

My first smoke 

Of the morning 

Playing my harmonica 

A bit here and there 

Been trying 

To learn some blues 

So much 

To do first 

That the beer bottles 

Just sit there 

Like ancient ziggurats 


★ ★ ★ 


3 . 


I believe 

There are weeds 

Growing in my mind 

Tonight 

Tonight 

Few stars 

To be seen 

Too much 

Light pollution 

From street lights 

And strip malls 

We don't want stars 

Heavens 

Cosmos 

We want 

Discount prices 
And illuminated 
Parking lots 
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4 . 


Here we are tonight 
Here we are 
Filling our minds 
With the sounds 
Of Spanish guitars 

And where is the Moon? 
Where did it go? 

I'11 show you 
I'11 show you 
Hop in the car 
We'll drive all around 
This flat Earth 

Or grab your telescope 
And we'll go out 
To the balcony 
And reveal our futures 
With scrolls of astrology 
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5 . 


Truth fused with purpose 
Purpose fused with lanterns 
We want 

Chinese lanterns 
To fill our skies 
To give up hope 
Amidst all of this 
Petro-chemical fatalism 
We want sensible democracy 
Not guillotines of ink 
Lasers 

And artificial intelligence 

Will open a portal 

To the Dark Ages 

And through the gates 

Will rush the hordes 

Of emperors and kings 

Renamed 

Now with atomic 
Swords and lances 
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6 . 


I see on the internet 

The minions of the Plutocracy 

They fill their minds 

With notions of patriotism 

And their own religious truth 

And the Plutocracy 

Gets them all stirred up 

Fearful 

Bitter 

With propaganda 

The Plutocracy 
Knows that it is doing 
With propaganda 

Plutocrat satellites 

Orbit this world 

With images 

Text 

Sound 

The Plutocrat propaganda machine 
Boils the anger 
And the minions 
Go out 

Into cyberspace 
And spew 
Anger 


Hate 


Sado-patriotism 

And our elections 

Become circuses of anger 

And the more vile aspects 

Of our nature 

And we call ourselves 

Red or blue 

But some of us 

Are more green and maroon 

And the tall towers of the Plutocracy 

Emanate diatribes of false illusions 

To fill the mind 

With paranoia 

And it's a sad situation 

To see 

This democracy so battered 
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I hear the wind howl 


I see the moon 
Obscured by haze 
Feels like 

An evening in Venice 
That I once dreamt of 
But that was just 
Another daydream 
I'm here 

Just outside of Atlantic City 

Receiving radio messages 

Through epiphany visions 

And all of the candles and candelabras 

That I do not have 

I'm hearing the songs 

Of atmospheric seraphim 

I am inside 

Of an oxygen globe of metamorphosis 
The telecommunications companies 
Keep files on me 

I often rudely hang up the phone 

On their solicitors 

And I haven't voted 

And probably never will 

So I should just 

Keep my mouth shut 

About political things 

And this evening goes on and on 


And the stars are hidden from me 


And the nearby telegraph lines reverberate 
With stream of consciousness poetics 
And from off the Atlantic Ocean 
A Byzantine mind fog rolls in 
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8 . 


Back to work tomorrow 
A real drag 

I spent today typing up poems 

I had written in pen 

Uploading them 

Putting them in a bottle 

And hurling them 

Out into the cyber ocean 

But it's back to work tomorrow 

The old nine to five routine 

That tends to grind me down 

Before too long 

And all day 

I watch the clock 

Like it were 

An Aztec mask of gold 

And I want 

A Byzantine sanctuary 

To come home to 

Some days 

The clock seems 

To move as slow 

As the melting of an Ice Age 

And after five o'clock 

I am free 

To explore a different 


Focus of mind 


Either through poems 
Or harmonica 

Practicing the Blues music 
That fills me with joy 
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9 . 


Today 

Walking along 

The dark and weathered 

Asphalt parking lot 

Of where I work 

I saw a small 

Soot covered pile of snow 

Seeing this small pile of snow 

Struck me as an odd thing 

As it hadn't snowed 

In a little while 

And I thought that 

All of the snow 

From the last snow storm 

Had melted 

I thought 

That it was all gone 

But here. 

I was proven wrong 
This last snow pile 
Refused to go down quietly 
It was the last of the holdouts 
The last of the renegades 
Last in these snowless days 
Almost going unnoticed 
Covered in dark asphalt soot 
In old 


Weathered parking lot 



In South Jersey 
The seagulls flying overhead 
Looking for any old 
Scraps to feast upon 

And cars drove by 
Coming and going 

And it was an afternoon 
Of fair weather 

And little bits of garbage 
Blew around in the breeze 
A testament 
To human civilization 
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10 . 


I haven't had a beer 
In two weeks 

I'm going to make a dash for it 

I'm going to run the gauntlet 

See if I can finally escape 

I'm getting too old now 

Or maybe not 

I don't know 

What the hell it is 

But the hangovers anymore 

Are like being tortured 

By the Spanish Inquisition 

The hangover is always 

Trying to extract 

A confession out of me it seems 

The price has gone up 

For a few hours of fun 

Or numbness 

Or drunk escape 

From all of my existential thoughts 
I get a full day after 
Feeling like a battered broken fool 
I'd just rather deal with 
My existential thoughts 
I just need to accept 
They're a part of my life 
A part of who I am 
I don't consider myself 


An existentialist or an absurdist 


But sometimes 
By the end of the week 
I might as well be 
But drinking to numb 
Or drive away 

Unwanted thoughts about futility 
Or the lack of apparent meaning 
Or the silence of the Universe 
Will only add 
To the futility 
In the end 

And that's the kicker 

That many of us 

Just end up needing to learn 

The hard way 
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11 . 


Another day is over 

That's it 

Done 

Caput 

Gone 

It won't be back 

Just a mirror image of it 

Same time next week 

And outside my door 

The roads grow more silent 

There's less people about 

With less places to go 

And the sky looks 

That particular color 

Like it's going to snow 

And maybe it is 

I didn't check the weather 

But it doesn't really matter to me 

This day is over 

Done 
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12 . 

Sometimes I just feel their presence 
Sometimes I hear them 
Little invisible devils 
Little invisible pixies 
Little invisible pixie-devils 
Storming the sanctity of my home 
Declaring it a pixie-devil occupation 
Sometimes I suspect 

That they have their flying saucers in here 
Buzzing the lamps 

I suspect a lot of things about them 
But since I can't see them 
And snap photos 
If I told anyone 

Then they'd just think I'm a quack 

But in reality 

A broader reality that is 

They are the ones 

Living in their cozy bubble 

Unaware 

Of what's truly out there 
If they knew. 


Well. 

Let's just say they're lucky 
That they don't know 


★ ★ ★ 




13 . 


Recently 

I've been colliding 

With the old existential brick wall 
Every day 

I ask big questions 

Of the Universe 

And all I get back 

Are dimensional fissures 

And "strange things" coming through 

It's like the magic gifted villains 

Of a Grimm's Fairy Tale 

Took over my living room 

And I wonder why? 

Why am I dealing with this 
All of the time? 

But it feels like my questions 

Go out into the Universe 

And hit the old existential brick wall 

The totality of creation 

Has very little 

To say to me 

So I simply carry on 

And seek moments of peace 

Wherever I can find them 

And I look out my window 

With a cobweb in the corner 

With a little spider 

That throws some indifference 


Back in the face of the Universe 


When it devours 

Its creation that we call 

The fly 
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14 . 

Today 

This cold February day 
The weather was crap 
Snow 
Rain 

Snow mixed with rain 
Creating road sludge 
And tomorrow's going to be 
A day of crap weather to 
But so it goes 
Here in New Jersey 
This time of year 

Summer's around the corner I guess 

And the sweltering heat to 

And the very high electric bill 

And the road sludge 

Replaced with road traffic 

And that's when 

The thunder and lightning storms 

Will come back 

And wake me up 

At three in the morning 

If I'm not already awake 

Suffering from a bout of insomnia 

Which has been 

A real pain in the ass recently 
And all the crap weather 


Has been a real 


Pain in the ass to 
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15 . 


A thousand fields 

That sunlight falls upon 

A plateau 

Where silence holds dominion 
A forest 

Where there are miniature palaces 

In the trees 

But we humans 

Will never find them 

Never in a big way 

We're more likely 

To cut the trees down 

Destroying 

The miniature 

Invisible palaces 

And then the fairies 

Will curse us 

Like we wouldn't believe 

Hexed 

Hexed 

Cursed 

A pox on thee 
Who disturbed 
The fairy trees 

And Big Pharma 
Will just try 


And deal with the situation 


With their new shiny pills 
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